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CXXXIX.

CANNES, February 5, 1859.

My windows open on the sea and I can
see the islands from my bed. It is delicious.
The almond trees are in bloom, but the win-
ter was so cold and the summer was so dry
that the jessamines are blighted. I am be-
ginning to count the days. I hope that the
month will not come to an end without my
meeting you.

cxc.

PARIS, March 24, 1859.

WERE you at liberty to-day ? I supposed
I was engaged for the entire day. This pre-
vented me from writing to you and asking
you to see me. At the last moment I found
myself a free man. I am glad that my
article on Prescott's " Philip II." pleased
you. I am not very well pleased with it,
because I said only half of what I wished
to say. The work is really mediocre. Itxpected.    All the Ministers; then Russiansy me; I bought in Venice a chan-d in a pretty villa by the
